
DONT SAY WOMEN ARENT KEEN ABOUT SPORTS

"My dear. its chartreuse Gros de Londr__ with cuiT> and collar of picol-edtzcd
nfnon.

IL

(>h. lo-ok! Our boys have made a r_n (or a hit or a poltti or < i /

case may be). Isn't that just splendid!

HL
"Well. as I was saylng. the sklrt is §«t on with organ-pleat-. re is t

hoop-petticoat to wear under it."

War timplifirs Kfo and purpee it of many of
it* cvmtpHont. The paeeiono of war dwarf
all o'her ptueiens. The nsdveraal tafering
and earrifice which >' tntoiU make* the scat-

tered, individual tragediee of ordinary ex-

intence teem petty and cohrlees.
Yet the ironies and infidelitiee of ordinary

../. remain, even if thet) ¦« mershadmced in

the bigger, deeper dramn. It ie the etrikinp
tnerit of the etory vhich followa that it givee a

military tnveetUurt U .** of the famihar per-

eonal trmgt - '!'^ thus aneeeaafnlh
merge* | r ¦¦¦iller rteetio* IN tho ffT.ter.
The author i* Anna Gade, a Wttt kvovn Or

man ohori story u-ri'er.

480UND of church l-e'.;s fWted through
the soft, mild air of the spring morn¬

ing. A little rrtrangely in this year

of desolation these voices of bronze rang Otvt

acroaa the silvery surfaoe of the maies'ic

river. I'rom the tower of the old Fiahers'

Church, high up on the wooded bank of the

Elbe, they carried their message back fate

the country.solemr.ly, more ir.sistently, per¬

hapa, than usual, in spite of the laughing sun-

light and all the joyOttB settings of spring time

beauty. I'rom afar off came the echoea of

Hamburg'a mighty bellt, mingled with tbe

lighter tonea f tha ireh chimes

on the other side of the stream.

For a moment the stranger in a field gray

uniform stood in the Bhow street of the pict-

uresque fishing village, lined with handsome

rillas, ar.d liatened to tha church bell chorua.
He also gazed at the white house across the

way. lying deep in the background of its park-
!ike, beautifully cared-for garden like the

ehimmering castle in a fairy Ule.

So that W_a the place!
Truly an idyllic home, hieh up in the whis-

pering greenness of the Elbe's hill", with a

far-flung view of the spreading river.

A very picture of peace.
Color and frasrrance were all about the

house. Golden blooma stood out from th*

emerald green of the buahei and tha heavy
Bcent of blossoms filled the air.

The man at the gate, who, coming frora tha

roughness and squalor of trench life. caught
all of a audden a glimpse of this fairy-like
home, had, as it were, a vision of a radiantlv
beautiful young woman, with laughing,
nymph-like cyts, walking through the mellow
Jight and fragrance of the garden.in a

.. white tfebe, with the sun'«. rnv«i

i parkling in hei polden hair. N'othir.g
bombre beemed to him in keeping with the

joyously colored picture, with the white, glia-
ter.ing villa.

Yet. would rot the can- free, laughing. chal-
N of the beautiful woman whom he

did not know, but | u-ture had so deeply
impreased him. be veiled with tears, aa were

those of bo many other of her companiona in
bereavement?

lt aeemed impossible to him to imagine those
\ves dimmed with pai.-i and eufTering.the
lines Oi th_t tender mouth hardened by the
i'itternes.- of sorrow.

There were 6ome women whose radlar.t
beauty could DOt be associated with the gloom
of Buffering and mourning. They were meant
to bewitch men and to master them.eren to
the point of turning love into hnte. And there
were others whom the dedication of sorrow

ennobled. In their cases men bowed silently
before the insignia of grief.

Captain .^andow, as he walked s'.owly tow¬
ard the white house, foTCed back hia thoughta
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to the mission which had brought him there;
for at any moment he might meet the beauti¬

ful Btranger, whose husband, with so many

other brave comrades, now slept his last slcp
on alien soil.
On Buch a golden Sunday morning it was a

melancholy duty which he had to fulfil. But

since he had arrived in Hamburp only the night
before and was obliped to po away apain early
the next morninp, hc could not choose his time
otherwise. In any case, so he had decidcd
after much reflection, it would show more re-

epect to the wife and be more of a tribute of
comradeship to the dead husband to make a

persor.al call, since he happened to bc by acci-
dent in the neiphborhood. If he did not find
her at home, then he could deliver his mes-

aage by letter, as he had oripinally intenried
to do.

Al he drew near the white house there

reached him, at a little turninp of the path-
way, sounds like the merry, rompinp chatter
of a child. And a woman's subdued voice.

Soft, tender words, such as a mother ubcb

toward her little ones.

The beautiful woman with the allurinp eyes.
in the aura of motherhood! The thought
came to him as a new surprise, almost as a

Bhock. It was Fomething out of harmony with
the idea of her which he had pot from her

picture.

He walked In the direction from which tha
sounds came. In a moment he found himselfi
lin the midst of all the polden Bunshine and
the spring time verdure) in the pr.sence of a

woman dressed in the deepest black.

She sat on a white garden seat under the

spreading branches of an apple tree, heavy
with pinkish white hlossoms. Her head was

bent low over a piece of needlework. Two

plain gold rings shone on her small, delicate

right hand. Beside her, in a little go-cart, was

an attractive, blond-haired child, busily play-
ing with a protesquely colored jumpinp jack.

Intently. almost revercntly, the noldier in
field-pray studied that pracious and tranquil
picture.
And this pale, slendcr woman.

The lonper he looked at her, the more con-

fiis thoughts became. A sort of mental
panic attacked him.then n black paralyzing
fear.
She looked at him in womierment and got

up from her seat. Colleeting himself, he

greeted her respectfully and then advanced
toward her. He could read the question fram-

ing iteelf in her mournful fuce. What did
this stranpe officer want? And why did he
Btare at her so queerly, so inquisitively? She,
too, became a little cmbarrassed, and tiny,
palish red spots i^howed in her cheeka.
He passed his hand acrosa hia brow and

thoupht of hia vlslon, of the radlant plcture
which still awam bb in a dream before hia

eyes. And now sorrrcthing dark, something
sinister, stood in the golden Bunlight of this

fairy-like home, in which nothing distresfling,
nothing dismal, had seemed to him to be in

place.
Two eyes, in which he read a deep and last-

ing bottow, gazed out at him in thc midst of
all this spring-time joyousness and splendor.

These eyes were entirely strange to him.
Yet they forced him, with their unspoken

question, to collect his thoughts, to master his

Burprise.
He Introdueed himself, and asked whether he

had not the honor to see before him the wife

of his lately fallen comrade, Reserve First
Lieutenant B., formerly proprietor of the
Brunkhorst Steel Works.
The young wife nodded assent, and looke<!

nt him with her saddened eyes almost, it
seemed to him, as lf in tear and aversion.
"You knew my husband?" she inquired, and

invited him to accompany her into the house.

unless, perhaps, he should prefer to sit out-

side in the garden.
Captain Sandow thanked her politely, and,

while she turned the child over to a nurse who
had come out from the villa, ho drew up a

white cane chair.
"Of course, gnSdige Frau," he answered,

with some hesitatlon (and lt aeemed aa if he
was atruggling hard to get his thoughts in or¬

der) ; "I had the privilege of becoming ac-

qualnted with your husband at the front.if
only alightly."
Again his glance fell on her aearchingly.

How girlish an effect the woman opposite him

produced! How frall and delicate in the deep
black of her wldow's weeda!
And yet on thia childish, soft face there

were lines about tho mouth and eyes which
only those have to whom life haa brought more

grievous pangs than death itself can ever

hope to bring.
"Gnadige Frau," he continued (and he drew

him«e!f up in his chair and his voice now

sounded completely natural and eollectedi.
"what has brought me here, and what an

oflicial journey gave me the oportunity to de-

liver to you in person instead of sending it by
letter, is in itself little, and yet I think it may
be also a great deal. It is a last greeting, a

last remembrance, from your husband."
She bent forward awkwardly, her eyes set,

and looked at him. It almost aeemed to him
as if incredulously.
"A last greeting? For me? From my hua-

band?"
Her eyes gleamed as if a ray of light had

penetrated th«ir settled gloom. It was as

though he had brought her a precioua gift.

ARE WOMEN PEOPLE?
By Alice Duer Miller

Impressions of the Democratic Con¬
vention.

"The New York Times" correspond-
cnt at St. T.ouis was astonished and
pained at the fact that of two speeches
in favor of their enfranchisement thc
one based on sentiment was leaa ap-
plauded by thc women than the one

based «»n the praetieal dangers of antag-
onizing tho woman voters,
We trust no little girl in the audience

will brush the bloom from his innocence
by explaining to him that politiciana are

naughty men, often more influenced by
votea than pretty sentiments, and that
these speeches were made for politi¬
cians.

He fancies probably that women make
their appeal for political liberty as foi-
lows :

To the Resolutions Committee.
Speak to me only of my vote

In terms of sentiments;
Or leave in mind a phrase or toast.
And I'll not ask for sense.

The suffrage plank your party wrote
Doth give me joy intense,

But what true women value most
Is manly eloquence.

Suffragitt- must foel honorcd at the
discovery that thoy are being attacked
by the same man who attacked Lincoln,
and almost in tho same words.
"Tho Woman's Journal" of June .^d

Bayfl that Mr. John P. Irish, who cam-

paipmed in tho Eastorn Statea for the
antis, and more recently in Iowa, be¬
came editor of "The State Press," of
Iowa City. on July 6, 1864. On July 18
of that year tho following editorial ap-
peared.

LINCOLN'S SUPPORTERS.

"Shoddyites, pfiferers, political preach-
ers. and B few fair but foolish fanatics.
The meauf hy which his electlon i? to he
carried, bayoneta, bullets. boroughi
irotten) btUlying and beastliness. The
result of hi/ election will be st;ir cham-
ber coorti on a grander scale than ever.

A loosent'ss in public and private morals
equal to that which prevailed during the
French Rovolution."
And just the other day .tt St. Eouis, a

newspaper c*orreapondent was reminded
of the knitting women of the Ereneh
Revolution when he saw tho luffragistl
in the galleries keeping tally of the vote.

The Dcmocratic party has indorsed a

principle. which something over a year
ago "The N'ew York Times" deelared
was repugnant to instincts that strike
their roots deep in the order of nature,
which ran counter to human reaaon and
flouted the teaching of experience, and
which would result either in political
muddle or in social turmoil tending to
weaken the state and stir up discord in
society and the home.
And now what is "The Times's" edi-

torial comment on this great party
cahamity?
"Tho real of the platform does not

much matter."

"There's some enetny after her, no

doubt," tho King said, without even

lookinj? round. "That uood's full of
them."

"But aren't you going to run and help
her?" Alice asked, very much surprised
at his taking it so quietly.
"No use, no use," said the King, ".she

runs so fearfully faet. . . . But I'll
make a memorandum about her if you
like. She'a a dear, good creature."

4*\ good many politicians in the last
month have been saying: "No, we won't

help them, but we'll put a plank in the
platform about them if you like. They're
dear, good creatures."

. « » * . 4" 44

In both parties the anti-suffragist
members were inconsistent in merelv
opposing the introduction of a suffrage
plank. They should have insisted on the
introduction of an anti-suffrage plank,
reading about like this:

"Believing that indirect influence is
more potent than the ballot. and that the
majority of women do not want to be
enfranchised, we declare ourselves op-
posed to the principle of woman suf¬
frage."

If indirect influence is more potent
than the ballot, and if the majority of
women don't want the vote, why
wouldn't this have been the shrewdest
of political moves?

A Candidate's Appeal.
Lady! Lady! Vote for me!
Not for any suffrage Willy;

For to me you seem to be
.Most incomparably silly,

And unfit to a degree
For the ballot. Vote for me!

"Yoa were there when he fell?" ihe aikad,
and her looka davoured him. 'How <J:d bt
die? Was it really an heroic fkttk, ai thiv
wrote me when they aent me hia peraoni!
effects?"

Captain Sandow plucked earr-T.'.y on* of
the roay blosaoma with which tha overhanrlri
bough of the app'.e tree waa ladex And whlla
he exanrlned lt he anawared ealmlyi
"They told you the truth, gr.adlge Fric.

They did not exaggerate. Your huiband diai
a hero's death."

She sat quite atill, her hands folded. An..
in the silence which hung over thu gardea ¦
oriole tnlled Its melodious notes. He __W
on. Laborioualy and alowly. Were there no:

untruths more sacred than the tr;'h?
And he looked continually at the !ittl*.ppi«

blossom la his hand.
"I found him mortally woundrd on fhe tigt

of a wood. I bent over him. He opened b.J
eyes and looked at me. 'Comrade.a greetis.
.to wife and child.' Then lt wa« over."
He stopped. And the orio!« trilled and

jubilat.'d.
"I think," he resumed, after a p_'.i«*». "it i«

Honiething beautiful and consoling to be Ha
last thought of a dying man."

She gazed at him again. And again it
seemed as if a ray of light pene'rated the
settled gloom of her eyes. As if a full b:cath
sfirred her whole body. A.-i if the lirei which
had been graven about her tender mouth be¬
came a little less har*-h.

"That, gniiiiige Frau, was what brcufht n**

here," he ?aid, as he arose to go.
Silently she reached him her hand, In heart-

felt gratitude. Words of eontidence, bern ef
that gratitude, aeemed to rtruggle ui her for
expression. But the shyness of her grief con*

quered; and he respected that shynes*.

The waves of the river rlppTed and rllstened.
The offlcer in field gray, deep ln thouirht, sat on

a lonely bench back near the nfern of tha n-

turning stearrrer. Snow whito moths fJaw
about the vessel like pale spirl'.* from ar.nthar
world.
A group of young girla m Snnrlay c!o_w.

with white summer hata and wreathi of roaai,

aang a merry aong.a song of Bpring and loie
and happiness. Care-free youth, which couJd
still face smilingly the deepest mysterles of
life! Fortunate youth!
And the man in the Btern of the ateamet

drew his letterbook from hia pocket and tool(
a photograph out of it.
A photograph which on the morning *f-«r

the funera! he had found in a letter uddresse I

to the dead man, lying at the edgc of the wood,
not far from the burial pla.e. A letter which
had probably fallen aanoticed when he waa car¬

ried aVay by the ambulance corps mer. in the

gathering darkness-.which he had p**rhip4
himself with a last effort taken aaa] aj W
pocket in desperate haste and vhich d*ath
with merciful insight had wrenehed frcm »"

stiffening hands.
The picture with the laughi.'.g -eyes. WtU

he, doinjr a comradi-'s duty, was goiof to m***''

the fatal error oi ddiveiing *'" °'r

there in the green and gtM ga.den of BW

white villal
He looked once more at it. at the bea-tifo*

countenance with the eyes of an en.'hantretv.
and a hard smile played about his mo'itb-
The rieadly bullet had hored a a_M_ Itjijhole through the breast of the w man a''

then through that of the man who wc-

picture over his heart. On the sr.ow white c

her costly lace waist there was a httle d*r'4

spot. A tiny drop of blood.
Slowly the captain arose and walked to tha

railing. There he broke the atiff card int4
bita.
Then he leaned over and while he I

the broken pieces of rardboard into the stream
he glar.ced once more up at the uoo.ied heig*»ts
of the Klbe. m which a white house l_f sf>
bedded in the ahinlag green a IbB-BB ' aVB-Ba

thia golden apring morning had in a meaiur*
brought back peace.


